THE TRAIN
Kravtsov placed the bottle on the floor and wiped his
lips with the back of his hand. His unflinching, stern
glance summed up Danilov.
"On the train?" repeated Kravtsov. "Under it, for
that matter! Only get me out of here, I don't want to
spend another day in this hole."
"How's that?" Danilov asked kindly. "Don't you get
on with the people here?"
"You know what, Comrade Commissar,35 said
Kravtsov. "Let's get things straight. I'm not a boy. Is
that understood?"
"Quite," said Danilov.
"I've trained all the diesel men in this town. And I
don't need boys from the Youth League to be giving me
reprimands."
He rose, and thrust his small, oily hands into the
pockets of his greasy overalls.
"In the newspaper that is stuck on the wall—Kravt-
sov. At meetings—Kravtsov. An official reprimand—
Kravtsov. Pve no use for all these grousers—I tell you
frankly. They yell that I'll get under the wheels when
I'm drunk. Me—under the wheels!" Kravtsov gave a
wicked laugh. "But you just ask them—has there ever
been even the slightest hitch in our power supply? ...
Look here, would you say I'm drunk now?"
"Just a bit tipsy," said Danilov cautiously.
Kravtsov shook his head.
"Not just a bit, but well and properly soused right
now, And after lunch they'll be coming to smell my
breath and make remarks. ... Take me to the devil
himself in hell, Comrade Commissar, that is, of course,
if you're satisfied with me."
The two men looked one another hard in the eyes.
The eyes of both were cold and assured.
*T11 take you," said Danilov.
After fixing up Kravtsov, Danilov went to the station.
On the main line, beside the long grey fence, stood a
aew traii^—fifteen dark green coaches with red
0&€ freight car and a smaE yellow refrigerator

